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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Enter Horatio, Gertrard, and a Gentleman* 

Qttee. I will not fpeake with her. 

GV»f.Sheis importunate. 

Indeed diftraft, her mood will needs be pittied. 
j Qttee. W hat would fhe have ? 
gent. She fpeakes much of her father jfayes Hie heares 
There's trickcsi’th world, and hems, and beats her heart# 

Spumes envioufly at flrawes, fpeakes things in doubr 
That carry but halfe fenfe, her fpeech is nothing, 

Y et the unfhaped u fe of it doth move 
The hearers to colle&ion, they yawne at it. 

And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 

W hich as winkes, and nods, and geftures y eeld them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought^ 

Though nothing fure, yet much unhappily. 

Hora. 'Twere good fhe were fpoken with, for fhe may drew 
Dangerous conje&ures in ill-breeding minds. 

Let her come in. Enter Ophelia* 

Qttee. « To my ficke fbule, as fins true nature is, 

« Each toy feemes prologue to lbme great amifTe, 
tc So full ofarcleflejealoufieis guilt, 

** It fpills it felfe in fearing to be fpilc. 

Ophel. Where is the beauteous majefty of Denmark* 

Qnee. How now Ophelia ? She ftngs. 

Ophel. How fhould I your true love know from another one ? 
By his cockle hat and ftafte,and by his fendall fhoone. 

Qttee. Alas fweet Lady, what imports this fbng ? 

Ophel. Say you, nay pray you marke. 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone. 

At his head a graffe-greene turfe, at his heeles a done. 

Oho. 

JSuee- Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph. Pray you mark. W bite his fhrowd as the mountain fnow. 

Enter King. 

Qttee. Alas, lookehere my Lord. 

Ophel . Larded all with fweet dowers. Song* 

Which beweept tothagroundefid not goe. 

With true love fhovvecs. 


r:a 


Song* 


(Prince 0/ Den marked 

King- How doe you pretty Lady. 

Ophel. Well , good dild you , they fay the Owle was a Bakers 
daughter : Lord , we know what wee are, but know not what wee 
maybe. <§od be at your table. 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

Ophel.Vray let’s have no words of this, but when they ask you 
What it meanes, fay you this. 

To morrow is S. V tlentines day, Song. 

Allin the morningbetime. 

And I a maid at your window 
To be your Valentine. 

Then up he rofe,and dond his clothes, and dupt the chamber door, 
Let in the maid, that out a maide, never departed more. 
King.Vtttty Ophelia. 

Ophel. Indeed, without an oath, lie make an end on’t. 

By gis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for fhame. 

Young men will doe’t if they come to’t, 
by cocke they are to blame. 

Quoth fhe, before you tumbled me you promis’d me to Wed. 

(He anfwers.^) So fhould I a done, by yonder fun 

And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath fhe been thus ? 

Oph. I hope all will be well, we muft be patient : but I cannot 
chufe but weep to think they would lay him i’th cold ground ; my 
brother fhall know ofit, & fo I thank you for your good counfell. 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King. Follow her clofe, give her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poy (on of deep griefe , it fprings all from her fathers 
death : and now behold O Gertrard, Gertrard, 

W hen forrowes come they come not fingle fpies. 

But in battalians : firft ,her father flaine. 

Next, your fonne gone, and he moft violent author 
Of his owne juft remove ; the people muddied, 

Thicke and unwholfbme in thoughts and whifpers 
Vox good? olonitts death, & we have done but greenly 
in hugger mugger to interre him ; poore Ophelia 
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